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And spotted mountain pard, but set at nought
The frivolous bolt of Cupid ; gods and men
Fear'd her stern frown, and she was Queen o' th'

Woods.

What was that snaky-headed Gorgon shield;
That wise Minerva wore, unconquer'd virgin.,
Wherewith she freezed her foes to congeal'd stone,
But rigid looks of chaste austerity,
And noble grace that dash'd brute violence
With sudden adoration, and blank awe ?
So dear to Heaven is saintly Chastity,
That when a soul is found sincerely so,
A thousand liveried angels lacquey her,
Driving far off each thing of sin and guilt,
And in clear dream and solemn vision.
Tell her of things that no gross ear can hear,
Till oft converse with heavenly habitants
Begin to cast a beam on th' outward shape.
The unpolluted temple of the mind,
And turns it by degrees to the soul's essence,
Till all be made immortal.

SONG,

SABEINA fair,

Listen where thou art sitting
Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave.,

In twisted braids of lilies knitting
The loose train of thy amber-dropping hair ;

L'isten, for dear Honour's sake.

Goddess of the Silver lake,

Listen and save;
Listen and appear to us,
In name of great Oceanus ;
By th' earth-shaking Neptune's mace.,
And Tethys' grave majestic pace ;
By hoary Nereus' wrinkled look.
And the Carpathian wizard's hook ;
By scaly Triton's winding shell,
And old sooth-saying Glaucus' spell;
By Lcucothea's lovely hands,
And her son that rules the strands ;
By Thetis' tinsel-slipper'd feet.
And the songs of Sirens sweet;
By dead Parthenope's dear tomb.
And fair Ligea's golden comb.
Wherewith she sits on diamond rocks,
Sleeking her soft alluring locks ;
By all the nymphs that nightly dance
Upon thy streams, with wily glance ;
Hise, rise, and heave thy rosy head
From thy coral-paven bed,
And bridle fn thy headlong wave,
Till thou our summons answer'd have.
Listen and save.

THE DANCES ENDED, THE SPIRIT EPILOGTTIZES.

Spirit. To the ocean now I fly5
And those happy climes that lie
Where Day never shuts his eye,
Up in the broad fields of the sky,:
There I suck the liquid air,
All amidst the gardens fair
Of Hesperus and his daughters three.
That sing about the golden tree :
Along the crisped shades and bowers
Hevels the spruce and jocund Spring ;
The Graces, and the rosy-bosom'd Hours,
Thither all their bounties bring ;
That there eternal Summer dwells,
And west-winds with musky wing
About the cedar'd alleys fling
Nard and cassia's balmy smells.
Iris there with humid bow
Waters the odorous banks, that blow
Flowers of more mingled hue
Than her purfled scarf can shew,
And drenches with Elysian dew
(List, mortals, if your ears be true)
Beds of hyacinth and roses,
Where young Adonis oft reposes.
Waxing well of his deep wound
In slumber soft, and on the ground
Sadly sits th' Assyrian queen ;
But far above, in spangled sheen,
Celestial Cupid, her famed son, advanced.
Holds his dear Psyche sweet intranced,
After her wand'ring labours long,
Till free consent the gods among
Make her his eternal bride,
And from her lair unspotted side
Two blissful twins are to be born,
Youth and Joy :; so Jove hath sworn.

But now my task is smoothly done,
I can fly, or I can run
Quickly to the green earth's end,
Where the bovv'd welkin slow doth bend.
And from thence can soar as soon
To the corners of the moon.

Mortals that would follow me,
Love Virtue, she alone is free ;
She can teach ye how to climb
Higher than the sphery chime ;
Or if Virtue feeble were,
Heaven itself would stoop to her.

SPEECH OF   THE   GBNTTTS   OP   THE WOOD,   IN'
" THE ARCADES."

STAY, gentle swains ; for though in this disguise
I see bright honour sparkle through your eyes ;
Of famous Areaday ye are, and sprung
Of that renowned flood, so often sung?
Divine Alpheus, who by secret sluice
Stole under seas to meet his Arethuse ;